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A Car Is Not a 


Gymnasium 


“Never again! Never, never again!” 

Mrs. Stephens was spluttering as she 
spoke. “I’ll never do it again. Not that 
bunch. I’ll never let them in my car again. 
Why, Elder Maxwell, it was terrible! They 
were so noisy. And they wrestled and car- 
ried on the whole time! They even whistled 
at people on the sidewalk as we went past. 
Get this one thing straight, I’m through. 
If that’s the way juniors behave when they 
are in other people’s cars, I’ll never take 
another one in my car again. Never— 
NEVER!” 

And Mrs. Stephens, you ought to know, 
is a very soft-spoken woman. It takes a lot 
to get her worked up. 

But I had to sympathize with her. I knew 
what she was talking about. 

Some juniors, when they are going on a 
trip in someone else’s car, seem to think 
the car is a gymnasium—a place for doing 
exercises. Sometimes their feet are down 
and their heads and arms are out the win- 
dows. At other times their heads are down 
and their feet are out the windows. 

Then there are juniors who think the car 
is a boxing ring. They sit on the back seat 
poking one another and punching and 
wrestling and fighting. 

Still others think they are in a bird cage. 
They flit from the back seat to the front 
and back again like parakeets or canaries 
hopping among their perches. 

But if Mrs. Stephens thinks that all jun- 
iors are like that, she’s made a very serious 
mistake. They aren’t. 

I remember one time when our Path- 
finders went to a beach to collect fossil 
shark teeth. It was a cold, windy day, but 
the Pathfinders found hundreds of teeth. 

When it was time to come home the pas- 
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sengers were shuffled around a bit, and I 
found myself with a group of fifth-graders 
I had never had in my car before. 

When we got about halfway home, I 
almost pinched myself to see if I was really 
awake or only dreaming. These girls were 
behaving the way I had often hoped juniors 
would. They sat in the car side by side as 
if that was the way juniors should act— 
and, of course, it is. There were one or two 
more girls than there was room for, but 
the extras sat on laps and were made to fee 
welcome. The girls even talked to me on 
in a while and told me what they were do- 
ing at school and their plans for the sum- 
mer. I felt flattered. The girls sang part 
of the time—the songs we sang at Sabbath 
school and the choruses they had learned 
at camp. 

It was a very pleasant trip. Long before 
it was over I was saying to myself, “These 
girls are only fifth-graders. They will be 
juniors for four more years. I’m going to 
try to work it so I can have them in my 
car every time we have an outing.” 

Alas for me! We went on many trips dur- 
ing those four years, but I got that group 
in my car only two or three times. You see, 
all the other car drivers wanted them, too! 

Of course, by taking other groups, I 
found other juniors who made a trip pleas- 
ant for the driver. But these were the best. 

I find that car drivers do not like to be 
urged to go faster and faster. You’d be wise 
not to urge them. At sixty miles an hour, it 
takes only a fraction of a second for a car 
to leave the road and wrap itself around 
a pole—with you squashed flat inside. 

Let the driver concentrate on his driving. 
One driver told me he went through a red 
light at a busy corner, because his junior 
passengers insisted on having the radio 
turned up so loud he couldn’t think. 

Please remember that a car is not a 
gymnasium. Keep your arms and legs in- 
side. Sit properly, behave yourselves, be 
courteous to the driver, be pleasant an 
cheerful to one another, and you'll soon fin 
that more and more adults sign their names 
as I sign mine: 


Your friend, 


ihn Waxes? 








































Richard’s Uncle Was a Fool 





By DOROTHY AITKEN 


NCLE, you're a fool—and the Bible says 

so!” 

Startled at this outburst from his young 
nephew, Jack Mason studied the embroi- 
dery on his carpet slipper. A slow smile 
settled on his face and he leaned forward in 
his armchair. 

“Perhaps,” he said slowly and deliber- 
ately, “since you are so sure of yourself, you 
had better prove your statement.” 

Richard Mason, twelve years old, tripped 
joyfully to his room on the second floor of 
the huge stone mansion. He had been or- 
phaned only a few months before by the 
death of his mother and was now living 
with his millionaire uncle. Richard’s every 


wish had been granted, except the “fanatical 
notion” of attending church. 

“Dicky,” Uncle had said, “there is no 
God. And if there is a God, He must be very 
cruel and hardhearted to permit so much 
suffering in the world.” Hence the indig- 
nant outburst at the beginning of our story. 

Returning with his Bible, Richard seated 
himself at his uncle’s feet. 

“Psalm 14:1. Here it is, Uncle Jack; it 
says, ‘The fool hath said in his heart, There 
is no God.’ So that makes you a fool, Uncle!” 
he exclaimed jubilantly. 

Jack Mason straightened in his chair, 
taken aback at his nephew’s joy. 

To page 18 


Richard seated himself and turned the pages. “Uncle,” he said, “here’s what proves you're a fool.” 
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The Wrong Surprise 


By MARYANE G. MYERS 


MAY stood in the living room feeling as 
uncomfortable as a caterpillar on a hot 
pavement. Ted Martin, her sister's boy 
friend, always had an unpleasant way of 
pushing her out of the room almost before 
she had time to say Hello. He did it with his 
voice, and she always felt she was being 
shoved toward the door even though he 
didn’t touch her. 

“Have another piece of candy before you 
leave,” he said today. 

She felt like refusing but the bonbons 
looked so delicious she took another, a pink 
one, and walked away. 

She felt she had to express her feelings, 
and looked for her brother. She found him 
tinkering with a radio in the den—and let 
go. “That Ted!” she exclaimed. “I never saw 
anybody so rude in all my life!” 

Robert glanced up. “What did he do 
now?” 

“He practically said, ‘Two is company— 
three’s a crowd. Get out!’ As if I’d care to 
sit and listen to him brag about himself!” 

The girl sat down on a low stool beside 
her brother. “I don’t see why Sharon wastes 
her time with him. He isn’t a bit interest- 
ing.” She sighed. “Have you ever noticed 
that he never sits down—he falls into a 
chair. It’s a wonder he doesn’t get his long 
arms and legs tangled up. I never saw any- 
body so ungraceful!” 

“He’s a flopper, all right,” Robert agreed, 
laying down a screwdriver. “The minute he 
steps into the living room he flops into 
dad’s red chair.” 

“The color is maroon,” Mary corrected. 
“You would hardly call it dad’s chair any 
more, Ted monopolizes it so.” 


A sudden burst of music from Robert’s 
radio interrupted her. 

“I’ve been thinking,” she began, when her 
voice could be heard again, “I've never 
played a practical joke on anybody but I'd 
like to make Ted sit up and take notice.” 

Robert looked at her, interested. “What 
do you have in mind?” 


“Something terrible! I ought to be 
ashamed even to think about it.” 

“If you're thinking of shooting him to 
the moon you'd better forget it,’ Robert 
chuckled. 

“I'd like to make him jump,” she ad- 


mitted, “but not that far.” She leaned closer 
and lowered her voice. “I was wondering 
what would happen if we put a few pins in 
the maroon chair and Ted accidentally 
didn’t notice them.” 

Robert turned off the radio. “Might be 
fun. What a laugh it would be to see him 
leaping into the middle of the floor! And a 
few pins wouldn’t really hurt him.” 

Mary looked pleased. “He will probably 
be here Saturday night. I'll check to be 
sure.” She hopped up. “Robert, we may be 
doing a terrible thing, but let’s try it!” 

It was an easy matter to slip pins into the 
living room the following Saturday night. 
Shortly before Ted’s arrival Mary and Rob- 
ert anchored sturdy ones in various parts of 
the upholstered chair. They both kept an 


“All finished!” 
ning. 

Mary smiled. “Let’s wait behind the hall 
door. Nobody can see us and we'll watch 
Ted get the biggest surprise of his life.” 

The doorbell chimed with unexpected 


Robert whispered, grin 
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eye on the living-room door as they worked. eo a 








sharpness. Sister and brother exchanged ju- 
bilant glances and hurried from the room. 
From their position behind the door they 
heard Sharon say, “Come in, Ted! I thought 
I had a houseful of family on hand to open 
the door.” 
Ted’s voice boomed out. “I'd wait for- 
ever for you to open the door for me.” 
“That’s as original as cold soup,” Robert 
whispered. Mary nudged him into silence. 
“He always says something like that,” 
she breathed in his ear. “It’s disgusting.” 
Through the crack in the door they could 


@. the couple walk into the living room. 


“Ooh,” Mary gurgled. “Here it comes—the 
big show!” 

But the big show didn’t come. Ted 
walked to the sofa and sat down there. “We 
have plenty of time before the party. How 
about spinning a few platters?” 

“Good idea,” Sharon agreed. “We have a 
new one I think you'll like.” She touched 
the record player. Sweet music filled the air. 

Ted stood up lazily. 

“Next he will fall into the red chair,” 
Robert guessed. 

Mary held her breath as Ted started to- 


ward the chair. Then abruptly he turned 
and leaned against the record player in- 
stead, a dreamy expression on his face. “I'd 
like to give him a push,” she admitted. 

“Give him time. He'll get there.” 

Suddenly there were footsteps in the hall. 
“Mother’s coming!” Mary whispered. “We'd 
better slip into the den before she sees us.” 

The next morning before breakfast Mary 
and Robert hurried into the living room to 
see if the chair had been disturbed. Ted had 
not found the pins before they went to bed. 

Mary shook her head. “I can’t tell 
whether anyone sat in it or not,’ she 
confessed. 

Then father suddenly appeared in the 
doorway. “I can tell you,” he said. “I found 
those pins myself when I sat down to read 
the Sunday paper. I didn’t enjoy them a bit.” 

The children were speechless. “And now 
it is my turn to give you a surprise.” 

What happened next we leave to the 
imagination of the reader. Suffice it to say 
that later on, when Mary and Bob were 
pulling the pins out of the maroon chair, 
they made a solemn agreement between 
them never to put pins in a chair again. 


Shortly before Ted arrived, Mary and Robert fastened long pins into the chair Ted usually sat in. 
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CHAPTER 10 





Ayesha, Beloved of God 


By NORMA R. 


UTSIDE the room where the two girls 

slept the noises of the city buzzed 
along the street. Automobiles and bicycles 
clanged their horns and bendy drivers 
shouted to their ponies. 

It began to rain and the water pelted 
down on the corrugated roof. Somehow the 
sound of the falling rain soothed the fear 
that had built up in Ayesha’s mind. It 
seemed like a protective curtain drawn 
round her for the night. Also it cooled the 
air. She and Layna prayed together in the 
dark and then they went to sleep with the 
rain beating down on the roof. 

“Your face is different, Ayesha,’ Layna 
said the next morning as the girls combed 
their long hair. “You look kinder—and 
happier, I think.” 

Ayesha laughed. “I have learned to sing 
one song and I have learned to pray one 
prayer. Do you think that is what has made 
the change?” 

“I don’t know; but you look like a Chris- 
tian now.” 

“What do you think makes Christians 
look different, Layna? I’ve noticed it 
myself.” 

“Well, I think Christians have an open 
look, as if they had nothing to fear and 
nothing to hide. Heathen people and Mos- 
lem people look through veiled eyes. One 
cannot se? anything behind the eyes, and 
there is often fear there too.” Layna thought 
out the words as she spoke them. 

“I am not yet free from fear,’ Ayesha 
said. “I was afraid on the bus only yester- 
day.” 

“Evervone is afraid sometimes.” Layna 
said. “Christians know what to do when 
they are afraid. They trust in God.” 

The girls were combed and dressed and 
ready to go in for breakfast when Layna 
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asked, “How do feel 
mother now?” 

“I think I know what ‘forgive’ means at 
last; and I hope I have forgiven, but I am 
not sure. For a long time I have not felt 
angry or full of hate as I used to.” 

“I like to hear that answer.” Layna 
straightened her jacket, for she was in Ma- 
lay costume. “Do you know where your 
mother is now?” 

“It must be twelve years since anyone 
has heard from her. Some people say she 
came here to Medan. Some say she is in 
Sibolga. I guess no one knows, and it is 
better that way.” 

The girls ate their breakfast and then the 
missionary’s wife told them they might 
spend the day as they chose. The missionary 
intended to take the two men to visit some 
interested people in a distant part of 
Medan. 

“I think you needn't be afraid of any- 
thing here in the city,” the woman said. 
“You may go down to the shops if you wish, 
and there is one of the finest markets in the 
world here. You can go there too.” 

“We will have a good day,” Layna prom- 
ised. “I will take Ayesha to my cousin's 
house. She will like that, and we will go in 
a bendy so no one will see us.” 

When the family had gone Ayesha 
walked about the back garden by herself 
for a few minutes. A high hedge enclosed 
the garden spot and ran out to the street “0 
both sides. 

“Why do they have this high hedge?” 
she asked Layna when her friend joined her. 

“Well, here in the city people live close 
together and I suppose the hedge is to keep 
the neighbors from looking at everything 
that goes on in the back yard; and I guess 
it helps keep the children home too. I think 


you about 
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Ayesha leaned forward to speak to the ricksha puller. “Did that man who was watching us ask you 
anything?” “He asked where you lived,” the man answered. Ayesha sat back, worried. “That is 
all he needed to know. He and his friends will never let me go to Singapore, | know they won't.” 


anyone would find it hard to get through 
that hedge. It must be four feet thick.” 

“Well, if I were a child I could get out 
easily enough.” Ayesha pointed to a hole 
under the hedge. 

Both girls got down and peeked through 
it. The hole led into the next neighbor’s 
garden. 

“You are the queerest girl, Ayesha.” 
Layna looked at her with a puzzled expres- 
sion in her eyes. “You are always thinking 
of escaping or getting away.” 

Ayesha nodded her head. “That is true, 


@. I never go anywhere that I don’t 


first of all hunt for some way to get out if 
I am caught.” 

“I will tell the teacher about this,” Layna 
said, pointing to the hole. “Something 
might come in, you know—some dog or 
some bad person.” 

Ayesha felt quite safe in the hedged gar- 
den of the missionary’s home in Medan. 
The fears that had plagued her on the bus 


had dropped away in Layna’s cheerful pres- 
ence, and she felt happy at the prospect of 
the boat trip to Singapore with her best 
girl friend. 

“We will take a ricksha instead of a 
bendy, \ think,” Layna said, as they came 
out of their room that afternoon and locked 
the door behind them. “I'll warrant you 
never rode in a ricksha.” 

“No, I never have.” 

“It’s lots of fun,” Layna said, as they went 
out the front gate into the street. 

It was only a minute or two until they 
were able to call a ricksha. The street 
seemed full of the little carts with their 
baby-buggy roofs and the two shafts where 
a coolie pulled and sweated. The girls got 
in and sat side by side. The man pulled 
them easily. 

It was a pleasant ride and Ayesha mar- 
veled at the beautiful homes and lovely gar- 
dens full of shrubs and flowers. Medan was 
a beautiful city. She was going to embark 
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on a big ship in two more days, and maybe 
Singapore would be a fine city too. 

Ayesha forgot to scan the faces of every 
passer-by as it was her custom to do, and 
finally they came to Layna’s cousin’s house. 

It was there that Ayesha felt again the 
dark and evil thing that hovered over her 
from which it seemed hopeless for her to 
escape. 

Layna’s cousin was a pleasant girl and 
they all sat out on the open veranda of the 
house, sipping a cool lime drink and talk- 
ing about the coming trip to Singapore. The 
day was hot, and the smell of a flowering 
vine trailing over the veranda roof filled 
the air with a heavy perfume. 

Ayesha reached out and took one of the 
waxy flowers and fastened it in her hair. 
The fears she had felt for a few minutes in 
the ricksha had vanished. She had not felt 
so happy or so free from care and worry for 
months. She looked at Layna. The older 
girl’s lovely face always enchanted Ayesha. 
She watched the smiles playing around her 
mouth and thought how like the waxy 
flower her face looked. 

“Who is that man loitering by our gate?” 
Layna’s cousin asked. “Is he the ricksha 
puller who brought you?” 

“Oh, no, I’m sure he isn’t.” Layna studied 
the man at the gate. “I saw him standing 
there just after we sat down here on the 
veranda. I thought he belonged here.” 

“Well, he doesn’t belong here. I never 
saw him before.” Layna’s cousin poured 
some more of the cool drink. “And I don’t 
like the way he is watching us.” 

Ayesha looked at the man. He was rather 
young, about the age of Uncle Ali. She was 
sure she had never seen him before, and 
yet something dark and cold took hold of 
her heart. Clearly, the young man was 
watching them. 

“Now, don’t look,” Layna said. “Let’s all 
go back into the house and see what he 
does.” 

Without another word all three of the 
girls went into the house and into one of 
the side rooms where they could still see the 
front gate by peeping through a crack in 
the curtain that covered the window. 

The man shifted his position and looked 
up and down the road; but he didn’t leave 
the gate, and finally he squatted down as 
though he meant to wait there for someone. 

“Look, girls,” Ayesha spoke at last. “I 


8 / JUNIOR GUIDE 


think this is some person sent to watch me. 
How he found out that I am here I can’t 
imagine.” 

“If it is someone sent to watch you, then 
there must be a watcher at the back gate of 
the garden, too, because you might leave by 
the back gate, you know,” Layna’s cousin 
said. 

The three girls hurried to the back door 
where they could look out into the garden 
behind the house and see the garden gate. 

“I don’t see anyone,” Layna’s cousin said 
“But there might be someone hidden be 
hind the hedge and we couldn’t see him 
from here. I will go and look.” 

She went down the back steps and out to 
the gate. After looking up and down the 
street, she came back. 

“You are right,” she said, and her face 
was pale. “There is another man at the 
back gate. He is there behind the hedge, 
and he is a wicked looking fellow, if I ever 
saw one.” 

“Didn't he see you?” 

“Of course he saw me.” The girl shivered. 
“He made as if he were walking past; but 
there is no doubt that he is watching this 
house. What shall we do? My husband 
won't be home until six and then it will be 
getting dark.” 

Ayesha looked at Layna. Neither girl 
spoke for a minute. Ayesha felt again that 
cruel and heavy thing pressing her down, 
down, to failure and defeat. 

“I think we should pray.” Layna smiled at 
the other two. “This is too hard for us to 
handle by ourselves. You see, we have to go 
home soon. The missionary’s wife never al- 
lows me to stay out after dark unless she is 
with me.” 

“Why do you think the men are waiting 
out there?” Layna’s cousin asked. 

“They are waiting to catch me, I think,” 
Ayesha said. “I have left Islam and some- 
how they have found out that I am here and 
they intend to make trouble. They will take 
hold of me and drag me off if they can.” 

“Let's pray now,” Layna said. 

They knelt in the bedroom and each girl 
offered up an earnest prayer for help. They 
did not forget to remind the Lord of His 
promises to them and of the many prayers 
that had been offered by the believers up in 
Battakland for Ayesha’s safety and her suc- 
cess in getting to Singapore. 

After they had finished they looked out 

To page 16 














They were caught in a storm with the engine stalled, 
and there weren’t enough life belts to go around! 


DANGER at SEA 


By ROSA CLARIDGE 


| THEY had realized they were going to 
be caught in such a terrible storm, it is 
certain that Uncle Phil and the boys would 
have put off their fishing trip until another 
day. And they could have expected the sea 
to be stormy, for the day was cloudy and it 
rained before they set out. But a telephone 
call from the boat company assured them 
that there was nothing to fear. And because 
they had looked forward to this day so long, 
the boys certainly didn’t want to have to 
wait any longer. 

The family were vacationing on the Ore- 
gon coast. Father and Uncle Phil wanted to 
make a trip on one of the deep-sea fishing 
boats that sailed from the harbor on the bay. 
The boys begged to go along, and soon it 
was decided that Ronny should stay home 
with Aunt Nona, and grandfather would 
join the rest of them for a four-hour trip on 
the ocean. Reservations were made for 
Monday and the boys could hardly wait for 
the day to arrive. But when Monday came 
the sun was behind gray clouds and rain was 
falling. Everyone was disappointed. Then 
when father telephoned, the captain of the 
boat said that they would go out in spite of 
the weather. There was a rush to collect 
coats, and the travelers were ready for their 
adventure. 

The fishing boat looked very small as it 
glided down the bay, under the bridge, and 
out through the bar, where the bay meets 
the sea. There the water surged and 
splashed, and the vessel dipped wildly in 
the troughs of the waves. Then it was out 

To page 17 
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When the rescue vessel pulled the stalled fishing 
boat, the rope broke and the boat almost capsized. 
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This is a close-up of the cobra plant. The white spots are windows that let light into the pitcher. 


The Amazing Cobra Eats Insects 


By WELDON D. WOODSON 


Nor very many people know that India is 
not the only place where cobras live. 
They can also be found in northern Cali- 
fornia and southern Oregon. But the cobras 
that live in India are snakes that may kill 
people. The cobras that grow in California 
are plants that kill insects. 

The leaves of the cobra plant form a wa- 
ter pitcher. They are hollow, and the upper 
part is shaped like the head of a cobra, 
which explains the name. 

A person can see them growing in moss 
at about 6,000 feet, near Mount Shasta, 
California. They can also be found north of 
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there, sometimes growing at sea level. On 
coast Highway 101, 51% miles north of 
Florence, Oregon, one can even view them 
from his car. To look at them closer, walk a 


hundred steps back from the road. ne 


sixteen acres has been set aside as Pitche 
Plant Park, where thousands of the plants 
appear like a river of eerie-looking cobras, 
poised to strike. 

This land was set aside as a State park 
when word got around that certain persons 
were pulling up the plants and selling them 
as “cobra lilies.’ They claimed that the 
plants would “catch all the flies in your 











house.” The lawmakers put a stop to that! 
Now it is a crime to pick the plants in this 
park. Even before the law stepped in, the 
surefire flytrap boom collapsed, for scien- 
tists proved that this plant is neither a lily 
nor when uprooted a substitute for flypaper. 

When growing out of doors, however, the 
plant is an expert at trapping flies and other 
insects. Let’s see how it works. 

The main leaf is curved around to form a 
tube. The top part bends over sharply and 
looks like the head of an angry cobra. At the 

d of this curved portion are two small 

aves that hang down like a_ walrus’ 
mustache. 

These leaves make a path for insects to 
walk up into the hood. There are hairs on 
this “mustache” that slope upward. So if an 
insect changes his mind and decides he 
doesn’t want to go into the hood, he finds 
he has a very hard time turning around. In 
addition to serving as a landing field and a 
ramp, these two little leaves secrete a sweet 
juice. The rolled edges around the mouth 
also have a lot of this sweet substance, 
tempting the victim along. 

Once inside the hood the insect en- 
counters another forest of hairs. All of them 
point downward. This makes it easy for the 
insect to slide to his doom but prevents his 
escape upward. 

The dome of the hood is covered with 
many windows about 14 inch across. If the 
insect thinks the windows are openings and 
tries to escape by flying through them, it 
suddenly finds that they are mot openings. 
Hitting them, it is batted down into the 
pool below. 

Or suppose an insect tries to work its way 
around the lip of the pitcher. Sooner or later 
it is likely to lose its foothold and plunge 
into the depths anyway. 

The water the insects fall into is a mys- 
tery in itself. For rain cannot get into the 
pitcher because the hood completely covers 

the top. The only opening is the door the 

insects enter by, and it opens downward 

| Qoierzcas the hood. Actually, the water is 
ucked into the trap through the roots. 

Insects that fall into the water are di- 
gested. The plant does not produce any di- 
gestive juice but there are bacteria in the 

To page 22 


Cobra plants grow in groups. The tallest ones are 
thirty inches high—as high as a table or desk. 
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pel get lost,’ my mother called to me 
gaily that summer afternoon as I started 
back to the farmhouse for the picnic plates 
we had forgotten. “Don’t get lost—” 

I was eight years old. We were having a 
family picnic in the meadow of my uncle’s 
farm. 

The picnic table stood beneath a huge 
maple tree. It was spread with a blue-and- 
white checkered tablecloth. Mother and 
Aunt Carrie were putting out sandwiches, 
potato salad, and sliced tomatoes. Father 
was bringing a large caramel cake from th 
front seat of the car and Uncle John wa 
slicing lemons into a bucket full of ice and 
water. But someone must get the plates 
and so I hurried. 


The farmhouse was about a half mile 
away. The path wound through the shady | 
grove, crossed a creek, skirted a cornfield, | 
and led into a pasture lane straight up to the 
farmyard. 


It wasn’t long before I had the plates and 
was hurrying back along the lane toward 
the cornfield. As I walked I thought of all 


The first time I got lost was in a field 
of corn, and I was 8. The second time I 


was much older—and should have known better. 


DON'T Gl 


By CLARICE STONEM 
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the delicious food waiting on the table and 
I forgot to be tired—I was only hungry. In 
fact, I was so hungry I could hardly wait to 
get back to the picnic. Why couldn’t I cut 
across the cornfield instead of going around 
it? I could get there much quicker. 

Without another thought I plunged into 
the cornfield. It was dark and cool among 
the stalks. And the corn was so tall I could 
not see the sky above me. 

I walked rapidly along a shady row. I 
walked—and walked—and walked. Surely 
I should reach the other side soon! 

Suddenly I saw a dark object ahead of me. 
It made a crashing sound as it worked its 
way through the stalks. 

I was frightened. Turning back, I raced 
along the corn row as fast as I could go. 
Then, fearing the animal would be follow- 
ing me, I turned again and cut across the 
field. The corn blades slashed my face and 
scratched my arms. In my panic I screamed 
and wept. 

Then suddenly I stumbled and fell head- 
long on the damp black earth. I lay ex- 
hausted, trying to think what I should do. 
Like a flash came the answer: I should pray! 

But even though I wanted to ask Jesus to 
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guide me, all I could think of in my confu- 
sion were the simple words I repeated every 
morning at breakfast time: “For food, for 
friends, for loving care ’ I repeated 
them anyway, and felt a contact with my 
Protector. Other words came. My courage 
returned and so did the power to think 
clearly. When I had said Amen I continued 
to lie and think, but this time I was able to 
make a plan. God had given me a brain. He 
would protect and guide me but He also ex- 
pected me to “use my head.” I was not 
afraid any more. 

I got up on my feet and brushed the dirt 
from my clothing. Then, I reasoned, I must 
surely be headed in the opposite direction 
from the one I had intended to go. 

I started walking, and before I had gone 
more than fifty feet I broke through the 
green barrier and out into the warm sun- 
shine. In front of me was the familiar lane 
and the creek. In the distance I could hear 
my father calling me, and I could see the 
picnic table under the tree and mother and 
the others clustered nearby waving to me. 

As I left the cornfield I noticed a small 
commotion at the end of the nearest row. 
Out waddled a fat porcupine. His beady 
black eyes surveyed me an instant, then he 
hurried away as fast as his short legs could 
carry him. No doubt I had scared him as 
badly as he had frightened me. 

I did not stay to watch him longer but 
ran toward my father, happy at being found 
again. 

The second time I lost my way I was 
twelve years old. Although it was a dif- 
ferent kind of experience, it was just as 
frightening. 

A new girl, Thelma, who was just my age, 
moved into the neighborhood. Her parents 
were in Europe so she was staying with her 
grandparents in a large white house across 
the street. 

From the very first day Thelma and I 
were special friends. She dared to do all the 
things I had been taught not to do. She used 
such words as “brass” and “nerve,” of which 
I hardly knew the meaning. But I thought 
it sounded wonderful when Thelma said 
them with such bold assurance. 

My mother did not wholly approve of our 
spending so much time together. She did in- 
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| stumbled and fell flat on my face among the corn- 
stalks. What should | do? | knew that | was lost. 


JULY 15, 1959 / 13 

















Andy's Gadget Magic 





IMPROVISED CAMP OVEN 





LINE THE INSIDE AND 
MAKE LARGE FR 
CUFF WITH 










HOVSE HOLD 
ALUMINUM FOIL 











eg 
er 
oo 
SET CLOSE TO 
FIRE 















LARGE 
=— CARDBOARD 
CARTON 


GREEN 
STICKS 














sist that Thelma join us for dinner some- 
times and suggested we play at our house 
whenever her grandmother would let her 
come. Mother was very polite to Thelma. 

Thelma was gay and jolly as well as 
saucy, and since I was always rather timid 
and shy, I enjoyed her more than any of my 
other playmates. 

“If you will promise you'll never tell any- 
one I'll show you something,” Thelma said 
one day. It must be something nice. I prom- 
ised readily. Perhaps it was an exciting new 
game. 

I followed her into her room, then 
through a closet and into a hallway, and fi- 
nally up a narrow stairway to the attic of her 
grandparents’ large house. She pulled a box 
from a dark corner. 

I soon saw that it was filled with wonder- 
ful things—all new. There were several 
pretty dolls, colored pencils, pens, pretty 
handkerchiefs, and several lovely silk 
scarves. There were boxes of candy, paint 
sets, crayons, and even a camera—some- 
thing I had been wanting for a long time. 
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“What lovely gifts!” I gasped. “Are they 
Christmas presents?” 

“In a way,” said Thelma slyly. “Do you 
like them?” 

I nodded, speechless. 

“Then I'll show you how to get some of 
your own,” she said. “It’s easy as anything! 
First, you pick out something in a store 
you'd like to have. Then when ” And 
Thelma told me exactly what to do so that 
in a few moments I could be walking out of 
the store with whatever I wanted—without 
having to pay for it! 

“B-b-b-but isn’t that stealing?” I gasped 
when she was through. 

“Of course it isn’t,” Thelma laughed. 
“The shops charge too much anyway, and 
this is just a way to get even with them.” 
She selected a marshmallow from a box and 
ate it slowly as she watched me. “Come with 
me this afternoon and we'll go to the Sweet 
Shop, then you can get some of your own,” 
she coaxed. 

I shook my head. “Oh, no, I couldn’t!” 

To page 19 
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His father said he would shoot 


him if he ever came back. 


The Boy Who Couldn't Go Home 


By SANDRA BOKOVOY 


|X a grass hut in Africa lived a mother, a 
father, and two little boys. 

The boys’ names were Wondemagen, 
which means brother; and Tes Fai, which 
means hope. The mother was the second 
wife of the father, and Wondemagen was 
the son of the first wife. 

The two little fellows rarely heard a kind 
word said to them. For their mother was 
usually too weary, and their father was often 
drunk. And poor Wondemagen was nearly 
always hungry, for Tes Fai, his little brother, 
was always allowed to eat first, and Wonde- 
magen was allowed to eat only what was 
left. He never got enough to feel full. 

Several years passed. Wondemagen began 
school and did well. How he loved it! Many 
times when he went to school he was so 
hungry he could hardly think, but he did not 
want to miss a day. Once, during the two- 
hour-long lunch period, he was walking 































through the market place longing for some- 
thing to eat, when he noticed a fruit stand 
with many oranges spread out on the 
ground. No one was looking and quickly he 
grabbed an orange and fled away. After this, 
he stole food frequently. 

Wondemagen’s father drank more and 
more so that he was not able to keep a good 
job and had even less money to spend for 
his family’s needs. 

One Saturday one of Wondemagen’s 
friends called him to come quickly. Wonde- 
magen ran out the door asking, “What is 
it? Where are you going?” 

His friend replied, “There’s something 
on at the mission hospital and they say any- 
one can come. Want to go?” 

It didn’t take Wondemagen a second to 
accept the invitation, and soon he was at- 
tending Sabbath school for the first time 
with his ragged friend. He was now twelve 
years old. Every Sabbath found him sitting 
on the front bench in the junior division. 

On a Sabbath several months later all the 
boys in the public school were required to 
attend a special school service on Saturday 
morning. That week, only one boy from the 
public school attended Sabbath school and 
that was Wondemagen. 

A year passed. Wondemagen hadn't 
missed Sabbath school once. Then one Sab- 
bath he wasn’t there. Nor was his little 
brother, who used to come with him. 

Some of our Seventh-day Adventist chil- 
dren, who attended the same public school 
as Wondemagen, told the mission what had 
happened. 


PHOTO, COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR 


Wondemagen and some of his friends on the day of 
the Investiture. He is the boy on the front row. 
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Wondemagen’s father had commanded 
him not to attend any more of our mission 
services, but he had still continued to come. 
Then this Sabbath, the father told him he 
would beat him if he went to Sabbath 
school. Wondemagen did not know what 
to do. He finally decided not to come to 
Sabbath school, but to run away instead. His 
little brother knew where he went, and 
while he was supposed to be keeping his 
father’s cow in the pasture, he went to 
Wondemagen and told him that his father 
had gathered together several of the neigh- 
bors and they were going to beat him when 
he returned home. 

The rest of that Sabbath Wondemagen 
hid by the river. When night came he 
climbed a tall tree and slept for a few hours. 
There are hyenas, wild cats of different 
kinds, and other animals in this area that 
could wound or kill a thirteen-year-old boy. 

Every night for a week Wondemagen 
climbed the tree to sleep. One day his little 
brother came to him and told him that his 
father was more angry than ever because he 
had not obeyed him. “He has threatened to 
kill you if you ever return,” he said. 

The next Sabbath Wondemagen came 
back to Sabbath school. And with him came 
six new boys! 

The junior Sabbath school had been hav- 
ing a contest to see which boy or girl could 
bring the most visitors to Sabbath school. 
On the thirteenth Sabbath the leader 
awarded to Wondemagen the Bible story 
book that was the prize. Wondemagen had 
brought a total of 23 new children! After 
Sabbath school he asked the missionary 
leader if she could help him in his troubles. 
She and her husband had been praying all 
week that he would return to Sabbath 
school, and arrangements were now made so 
that he could live at the mission. He was 
very thankful. 

Now he works all day on the mission 
grounds. He is saving the money that he re- 
ceives for his work so that he can attend our 
mission school next year. He has learned to 
know Jesus and is sure that He is with him. 
He is trying hard to follow the teachings 
that he has learned in Sabbath school. He 
was in our first group to be invested for 
finishing the MV classes. 

Juniors, do you think you would be will- 
ing to leave your home if it were necessary, 
in order to serve Jesus? Let us join with 
Wondemagen in praying for his family and 
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that Tes Fai too will know the hope of 
eternal salvation and the happiness that 
comes from serving his heavenly Father. 


Ayesha, Beloved of God 
From page 8 


the window again. There were two men at 
the gate now, and Ayesha recognized one of 
them as the ricksha puller whom they had 
told to come for them at four o'clock. 

“Come on, Ayesha, let’s go.” Layna took 
Ayesha’s hand. “Why, your hand is so cold— 
you aren't getting fever, are you?” 

“I am afraid,’ Ayesha said, and she 
couldn’t keep the tremble out of her voice. 

“Do you remember the text we learned 
so long ago when you were visiting at my 
house in Middle Gardens?” Layna said. 
““What time I am afraid, I will trust in 
thee.’ God doesn’t expect us always to be 
bold and unafraid; but He has told us what 
to do when we are afraid.” 

“You mean—you are afraid too?” Ayesha 
asked. 

“Well, I'm not exactly happy to go out 
there and get into that ricksha with those 
two fellows waiting; but I'd rather go in 
daylight and right now, and I know that 
God will take care of us.” 

With this they bade Layna’s cousin 
good-by and the two girls walked toward 
the street where the ricksha waited. Once 
inside the little cart, Layna leaned forward 
and spoke to the puller. “Hurry,” she said, 
“and don’t stop for anything and take us 
back to the spot where you picked us up.” 

The man started off at a good pace. Aye- 
sha looked around to see if the man at the 
gate made any move to follow and was sur- 
prised to see him sauntering off in the op- 
posite direction. 

“There, you see,” Layna said. “Perhaps 
they weren't waiting for you at all.” 

Ayesha spoke to the ricksha puller. “Did 
that man at the gate back there ask you any- 
thing?” 

“He asked me where I picked you up,” 
the man said. 

Ayesha sat back and folded her hands. 
“That is all he needed to find out.” 

“Don’t worry so, Ayesha. In two more 
days we will be on that big Dutch boat 
bound for Singapore and then all these un- 
pleasant experiences will seem like a bad 
dream.” 
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Ayesha did not answer. She sat trembling 
until the ricksha man dropped them in 
front of the mission house. 

Everything looked as it had when they left. 
The family had returned from their trip 
with the two teachers from Singapore, and 
the house buzzed with activity. The girls 
went back to their room and unlocked the 
door. Everything was exactly as they had 
left it. There was a snug security about the 
little room behind the kitchen; it seemed so 


protected. 

& “Now don’t worry any more.” Layna put 
her arms around her friend. “When those 
men find out that you are here at the white 
missionary’s house I think they'll just give 
up and go home and do nothing.” 

“You don’t know Islam,” Ayesha said 
through trembling lips. “You don’t know 
that it is better to kill a person than to let 
him escape from Islam.” 

“Yes, I have heard that said.” Layna 
locked the door. “But God must have a spe- 
cial care for you. He must love you very 
much or there would not have been so many 
wonderful things happen to you these last 
few weeks. After all, nothing has hurt you 
yet.” 

“That’s true,” Ayesha said, and tried to 
smile. “That’s true. Nothing has hurt me 
yet. 

“Come on, let’s cook our own supper to- 
night. We have only two more evenings 
here, and we can use this little stove. I just 
love to cook and we can have our meal out 
here all by ourselves.” 

Layna bustled about getting a rice pot 
and measuring out the two measures of 
rice, one for each person. 

“You are such a comfort,” Ayesha said. “It 
almost seems as if nothing bad could pos- 
sibly happen to me when I am with you.” 

Layna laughed. “Here, grate this coconut 
and watch how this little gas plate works. It 
is so much quicker than a wood or charcoal 
stove.” 

An hour later the girls sat down to a deli- 

@ «is: meal, and it was already growing dark 
when they finished. Layna turned on the 
electric light. They had not spoken to the 
family in the house, except to wave as they 
went past the door to let them know they 
were safely home. 

From the house they heard sounds of 
singing and music. 

“Let’s clear up our supper things and go 
in to listen to the music,” Layna said. 


In a few minutes the girls slipped into 
their places among the group in the front 
room of the mission house. The music was 
coming from a box—a gramophone, they 
called it—and the sound was enchanting. 

After the music there was reading from 
the Bible and prayer. Then everyone sat 
around talking pleasantly in both Malay and 
English. It was not yet eight o'clock. 

Then a rap came on the front door and 
many voices were heard outside. The mis- 
sionary went out and Ayesha could hear him 
talking with the persons outside. Then she 
stiffened in her place on the sofa. She had 
heard several voices—angry voices, calling 
her name. 

(To be continued) 





Danger at Sea 
From page 9 


on the ocean, past the breakers, and the 
water was calm. The captain brought out 
the fishing gear but no one seemed very in- 
terested in it. Some of the grownups were 
already feeling sick. 

The four hours seemed like a short time 
for the boys. They enjoyed watching the 
gulls and the distant shore. Then it was time 
to turn back. By this time the bar had be- 
come rougher. Waves splashed much higher 
than before. The captain had stayed out too 
long, not realizing how bad the storm had 
become. 

Suddenly there was silence. The engine 
had stopped! 

The captain and his helpers worked fe- 
verishly, but the motor would not start. 
They radioed for help and were told that a 
boat would come and try to tow them in. 

Life belts were passed out to the passen- 
gers but there weren’t enough to go around. 
The men put theirs on the women and chil- 
dren and stood around with nothing to save 
them if the ship went down. The wind 
blew the ship around until it was sideways 
to the waves, and caught in the trough 
ahead of the waves, the ship tipped and 
rolled frighteningly. 

The rescue vessel neared, threw a line 
over, and it was fastened securely. But when 
the other ship tried to pull, the rope broke 
and the helpless fishing boat turned so far 
on its side that it almost capsized. 

Aunt Nona worried because the family 
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was so late coming in. She called the dock 
and was told that the boat would be delayed 
because of engine trouble. Grandmother 
and Aunt Nona prayed quietly. Well did 
they know how treacherous the sea could 
become. And you may be sure there were at 
least five grownups and three boys who 
were praying too. 

At last a trim Coast Guard cutter came to 
the rescue of the storm-tossed boat. On 
board was the owner of the craft. The cut- 
ter came alongside and the owner came 
aboard. His skilled fingers went to work on 
the motor as the Coast Guard stood by, and 
the engine finally started. 

The captain guided the boat through the 
roaring waters into the quiet harbor. Cold 
and wet and scarcely able to stand from 
their ordeal, grandfather, aunt, uncle, mother, 
father, and three tired boys stepped onto 
dry land at last. 

That night there were many heartfelt 
prayers of thankfulness to the God who 
brought them safely home. Everyone knew 
how dangerous their trip on the ocean had 
been. They were glad that the God who 
brought the disciples safely through the 
storm on the Sea of Galilee still lives to 
protect storm-tossed sailors today. 





Richard’s Uncle Was a Fool 
From page 3 


“Let me see that Book,” he demanded. For 
a while he read silently. “Well, Dicky, that’s 
what the Bible says all right, but how do you 
know it is true?” 

“Uncle Jack, if I can find one verse in the 
Bible that you believe, will you take me to 
church next week?” 

Dusk was rapidly falling and the old man 
gazed unseeing into the fire before him. 
Finally he answered. 

“Yes, Dicky boy, if you can make me be- 
lieve one statement in the Bible I will take 
you to church!” 

With an eager light in his bright blue 
eyes, Richard thumbed the pages. 

“Here it is. Leviticus 13:40. It says, “The 
man whose hair is fallen off his head, he is 
bald.’ Do you believe that, Uncle Jack?” 

“Well, well, first you prove from the 
Bible that I am a fool, and then you prove 
that I am a bald one. But seriously, Sonny, 
you don’t mean to tell me that your Bible 
says that!” 
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“Oh, yes, it does, Uncle Jack; and you've 
got to take me to church now!” 

Jack Mason stared fixedly into the fire, 
regretting that he had made such a promise. 

“All right, Richard, I'll go,” he assented, 
thinking of the humble white building far 
across town which only plain, truehearted 
people attended. 

The next few days the richest man in 
town pondered deeply over the situation. If 
only he could get under the doctor’s care 
and be confined to his bed for the week- 
end! But his heart ached when he thought 
of a wistful little boy remaining at home, 
quietly reading his mother’s Bible. 

Sabbath morning as they entered the little 
building, an elderly gentleman greeted them 
warmly and the astonished members pressed 
forward to offer their hands to the town’s 
wealthiest citizen. 

Jack Mason felt strangely at home among 
the quiet people gathered fot worship, and 
although he knew they were wondering 
why he was there, he did not let it worry 
him, for he vaguely wondered himself just 
what had prompted him to make such a 
hasty promise to Richard. 

The friendly attitude of the church folks, 
the quietness which prevailed during the 
services, the zeal with which each member 
entered into the day's activities, all these 
were impressed upon the mind of Jack 
Mason. Inwardly he resolved to come again 
sometime. Richard’s eyes beamed with joy 
when his uncle’s deep bass blended with 
the other voices in a song of praise to a God 
whom he had said did not exist. 

In the afternoon Richard persuaded his 
uncle to ‘stroll through the large estate on 
the border of town. It was winter. Every- 
thing was covered with a soft, white blan- 
ket of snow. 

Richard coughed slightly and pressed a 
gloved hand to his chest. His bright eyes 
looked too bright to be natural. He opened 
his lips to speak, but seeing his uncle deep 
in thought closed them and tramped wea- 
rily homeward. At the gate Jack Mason 
turned meditatively and said: “Truly. ‘the 
fool hath said . . . , There is no God’! It’s 
beautiful, isn’t it, Dicky?” 

That night Jack Mason sat by his fire 
long after Richard’s tired but happy eyes 
were closed in sleep. He pondered over his 
past life. He thought of the many times he 
had been miraculously saved from death 
and wondered if his life had been spared 











in order to bring him this very experience. 

He switched on the light and lifted Rich- 
ard’s Bible from the table. Slowly he leafed 
through the well-worn pages until he came 
to a phrase heavily underlined, “and a little 
child shall lead them” (Isaiah 11:6). 

The housekeeper appeared in the door- 
way. 
“Mr. Mason, Richard is running a high 

temperature. He must have caught cold 
| while you were strolling today.” 
| Slowly, Jack Mason climbed the stairs to 
. 3 @:. lad’s room. On the big bed tossed the 
| fever-racked body of the little missionary. 
One day passed and another, and still 
‘ Richard lay delirious. Physicians were 
: called, but to no avail. The boy grew steadily 





1 weaker, and one day as he was nearing the 
. | end of life’s journey, he became conscious 
and said to his sorrowing relative, “Uncle 
. Jack, will you read to me from my Bible? 
i Read about the New Jerusalem in Revela- 
: tion 21.” 
: | When the old man had finished reading, 
: Richard pressed his hand and said, “‘And 
. God shall wipe away all tears from their 
eyes; and there shall be no more death, 
: neither sorrow, nor crying. Oh, Uncle Jack, 
i. won't it be beautiful with you and mother 
. and me?” 
. Slowly he closed his eyes in an unbroken 
k sleep as the old man answered, “Yes, Dicky. 
m You and mother and me.” 
'y 
h 
d 
Don’t Get Lost 
as From page 14 
in 
y- “All right then, don’t take anything. You 
n- can just watch me do it. That way you'll see 
there’s nothing to it.” 
a “It is wrong,” I insisted. I was still too 
es surprised and confused to put up much of 
od an argument. 
ep “There is nothing wrong about watching 
ae me do it, is there?” Thelma said. 


S “Well-I-l,” I hesitated. “No, I guess there 
is nothing actually wrong about that.” 


t's Then I added quickly, “Sure, I'll go.” What- 
ever Thelma did was exciting. This might 

re be great fun. 

es Mother looked up from the dough she 

is was kneading at the kitchen table when I 

he stopped in the doorway. “I'd like to go to 

th town with Thelma, Mother,” I said. 

ed “All right, dear,’ she said. Then she 
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looked right into my eyes and smilingly 
said, “Don’t get lost!” 

Don’t get lost! With a rush, the frighten- 
ing memory of a far-off day came back to 
me. Once I had lost my way! Was I losing 
my way again? Almost in a panic I ran to 
my room and threw myself on the bed. I lay 
there thinking. Then I prayed as I had on 
that far-off summer day in the cornfield: 
“Jesus, keep me from getting lost. Lead me 
in the right way.” And when I had finished 
my prayer I used the brain God had given 
me. I reasoned, “I know right from wrong. 
What Thelma is persuading me to do is 
wrong! It is wrong for me and it is wrong 
for Thelma. I must talk it over with her.” 

“So, you decided not to go to town after 
all,” Mother said to me later as I sat on the 
doorstep alone. 

“No, I didn’t go,” I replied soberly. “I 
might have gotten lost.” I didn’t tell her 
that I had persuaded Thelma to give up the 
shopping trip, but I think she must have 
known. Later I tried to persuade Thelma to 
return the stolen articles. I know I con- 
vinced her that she should, but I never 
found out whether she ever did because her 
parents came for her and took her back to 
boarding school in New York and I never 
saw her again. But through the years I re- 
member to pray for my special friend and 
other Thelmas who have lost their way, 
wherever they may be. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Theme for third quarter: “Lessons Jesus Taught" 


IV—True Sabbathkeeping 


(JULY 25) 


Memory VERSE: “It is lawful to do well on 
the sabbath days” (Matthew 12:12). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the stories of two occasions on which 
Jesus set an example in doing “well” on the 
Sabbath. You will find these stories in Luke 
6:1-12. Learn the memory verse. - 


SUNDAY 
Jesus the Lord of the Sabbath 


Open your Bible to John 1. 

When God the father brought our wonderful 
world and all that lives on it into existence, 
Jesus worked with Him. Look in verse 3 and 
see what the gospel writer, John, says about 
the Saviour’s part in the Creation. 

With His Father, Christ set apart the Sab- 
bath as a day of rest from labor so that man 
could take time to think of heavenly things. 

The Sabbath was made for man’s good. It was 
neither to be ignored nor to be made a burden. 
It was to be a great blessing to all who kept it. 
Repeat the commandment that tells us how to 
keep the Sabbath (Ex. 20:8-11). 

No one knew better than Jesus how the Sab- 
bath should be kept, yet His enemies were 
always accusing Him of breaking it! Jesus did 
not break the Sabbath as God commanded it 
to be kept, but He did disregard the rules the 
Pharisees had made, for these rules made the 
Sabbath a burden instead of a delight, and it 
was impossible to know them all. A man could 
be accused of breaking the Sabbath if he ac- 
cidentally carried a needle in his clothing! 

“The Saviour kept the Sabbath, and taught 
His disciples to keep it. He knew how it should 
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be kept, for He Himself had made it holy.”— 
The Story of Jesus, p. 67. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 281. 

Tuink! If Christ found it needful to keep 
the Sabbath, should we not find it more need- 
ful? 

Pray to have a better understanding of the 
purpose of the Sabbath. 


MONDAY 


Jesus and His Disciples Accused of Sabbath- 


breaking. 


Open your Bible to Mark 2. 


One Sabbath day the disciples were returning 
with Jesus from the synagogue where they had 
been worshiping. Their path took them through 
a grainfield. The grain was ripe, and the disciples 
were hungry. for it was late. Read in verse 23 
what the disciples did as they passed through 
the field. 

“On any other day, one passing through a 
field or an orchard was allowed to gather what 
he wanted to eat. But it was not so on the Sab- 
bath. Christ’s enemies saw what the disciples 
were doing.’—The Story of Jesus, p. 69. 

Read in verse 24 what the Pharisees asked 
Jesus. 

Jesus answered their accusation as He had 
answered Satan’s temptations. He turned to the 
Scriptures. He reminded them of the time when 
David was forced to flee from the wrath of Saul 
and how he had gone to the tabernacle and had 
taken the holy bread and eaten it. In the circum- 
stances it was perfectly right for him to do so, 
for he had gone a long time witho yt food. Was 
it not right then for the disciples to satisfy 














>d- 


he 





their hunger by taking a few grains to eat? 

The Pharisees looked, not on the needs of the 
disciples, but on the burdensome laws they had 
made. They argued that gathering grain was 
“reaping,” and that by rubbing the grain in their 
hands the disciples were ‘‘threshing.” So, they 
said, the disciples were working on the Sabbath 
and violating it! 

They forgot that the Sabbath was made to be 
a blessing, not a burden, to man. Find what Jesus 
said about the purpose of the Sabbath in verses 
27 and 28. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
288, par. 2. 

THINK! Do you look upon the Sabbath as a 
blessing from God? 


e Pray to keep the true purpose of the Sabbath 


in mind always. 


TUESDAY 


How Christ Brought a Great Blessing on the 
Sabbath 


Open your Bible to Luke 6. 


On another Sabbath day when Jesus was in 
a synagogue He noticed a man whose hand was 
all withered up. Jesus hated the sight of suffer- 
ing and deformity and handicap. This was the 
work of Satan and He had come to undo Satan’s 
work. 

The Pharisees were standing by. They well 
knew that Jesus never turned down an oppor- 
tunity to help the needy. Would He heal this 
man? They hoped so—but not because they cared 
about the poor man, but because they wanted to 
have a chance to accuse Jesus of Sabbathbreak- 
ing. Jesus could read their thoughts, however, 
and He wished to teach them that works of 
mercy are in harmony with the keeping of the 
Sabbath, He asked the afflicted man to stand up. 
Then turning to His would-be accusers He asked 
them a thought-provoking question. Find what 
it was in verse 9. 

They were unable to reply, of course. 

Then Jesus turned to the needy man. Read 
about the deed of mercy Jesus performed for 
him, in verse 10. 





Matthew’s account of the miracle tells us that 
Jesus asked them the pointed question, ‘““What 
man shall there be among you, that shall have 
one sheep, and if it fall into a pit on the sabbath 
day, will he not lay hold on it, and lift it out? 
How much then is a man better than a sheep? 
Wherefore it is lawful to do well on the sabbath 
days” (Matt. 12:11, 12). 

The next two verses show us an interesting 
contrast. They tell us what the angry Pharisees 
did and what Jesus did after this incident. Read 
verses 11 and 12 (Luke 6). 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 286, pars. 2-4; p. 287, par. 1. 

TutnkK! Who kept the Sabbath best—the Phari- 
sees or Jesus? 


Pray to let love for God and for others guide 
you in keeping the Sabbath. 


WEDNESDAY 
What Christ Said About the Law 


Open your Bible to Matthew 5. 

Jesus reproved the Pharisees for making it 
too hard to keep the Sabbath in the way they 
said it should be kept, but He never reproved 
anyone for honoring the Sabbath, nor for keep- 
ing any of the Ten Commandments. Yet He was 
often accused of breaking the law. 

Isaiah had made the prophecy many years 
earlier, ‘‘He will magnify the law, and make it 
honourable” (Isa. 42:21). Read what Jesus Him- 
self said about His attitude toward the law in 
verse 17. 

We magnify something when we want to see 
it more clearly. We put an insect or a flower, 
or small writing, under a magnifying glass and 
then we are able to see its parts better and un- 
derstand it. So Jesus through His teachings, His 
way of living, and His deeds has made the com- 
mandments more plain to us. 

“Christ magnified the law by showing in every 
part its wonderful meaning. He showed that 
it is to be obeyed, not only in the actions, which 
are seen by men, but in the thoughts, which 
are known only to God.”—The Story of Jesus, 
p. 70. 


Quite often people who make a lot of fuss about being good in little things are very bad in big 
things. That’s the way the Pharisees were when they criticized the disciples for eating on Sabbath. 
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The law of God is the same for all times and 
all people. It is unchangeable. Find in verse 18 
what Jesus said about the law. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
307, pars. 3, 4; p. 308, par. 1. 

THINK how the law of God protects and guides 
us. 


Pray to understand and to keep the law of 
God. 


THURSDAY 
Accused Again! 


Open your Bible to John 5. 

There was a pool in Jerusalem called the 
Pool of Bethesda. It had a strange way of bub- 
bling up now and then. The people believed that 
the first one to step into the pool after the 
waters bubbled up would be healed of whatever 
disease he might have. One man had been a 
cripple for thirty-eight years, and he was so 
helpless that he never had a chance to be the 
first in the water. 

Jesus went to the pool one Sabbath and saw 
the unfortunate man lying there. Read what 
Jesus asked him, and the story the cripple told 
in verses 6 and 7. 

Fastening His eyes upon the man, Jesus said, 
“Rise, take up thy bed, and walk.” 

The man showed his faith in Jesus by doing 
what He said. He sprang to his feet, rolled up 
his bed, and walked away! 

But on his way home he met some Pharisees. 
He could not help telling them of the One who 
had given him the use of his legs, but instead 
of rejoicing with him the Pharisees reproved 
him for carrying his bed on the Sabbath. When 
he said that his Healer had told him to take up 
his bed they shifted the blame to Jesus. They 
brought Jesus before the Sanhedrin to charge 
Him with Sabbathbreaking. Our Lord was glad 
to have the opportunity to tell the Pharisees how 
the Sabbath should be kept. Read what He said 
in verse 17. 

God keeps all creation going on the Sabbath. 
He gives power to the sun to shine and to the 
grain to keep on growing. We would die if 
nature ceased her work. So we must care for 
the sick and the needy on the Sabbath. 


“Heaven’s work never ceases, and we should 
never rest from doing good. Our own work the 
law forbids us to do on the rest day of the Lord. 
The toil for a livelihood must cease; no labor for 
worldly pleasure or profit is lawful upon that day. 
But the Sabbath is not to be spent in useless 
inactivity. As God ceased from His labor of 
creating, and rested upon the Sabbath, so we 
are to rest. He bids us lay aside our daily occu- 
pations, and devote those sacred hours to health- 
ful rest, to worship, and to holy deeds.”—The 
Story of Jesus, p. 74. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
206; p. 207, pars. 1, 2 

THINK! Do you use the Sabbath for missionary 
work for others? 


Pray to be a blessing to others on the Sabbath. 


FRIDAY 


Answer these questions by way of reviewing 
the lesson: 

1. Why do we call Jesus the Lord of the 
Sabbath? (Sunday’s assignment.) 

2. What incident made the Pharisees criticize 
the disciples for the way they acted on the Sab- 
bath? (Mark 2:23, 24.) 

3. For whose benefit was the Sabbath made 
holy? (Mark 2:27, 28.) 

4. Of whom and on what occasion did Jesus 
ask, “Is it lawful on the sabbath days to do 
good, or to do evil? to save life, or to destroy 
it?” (Luke 6:9.) 

5. To whom did Jesus say, “Stretch forth thy 
hand’’? (Luke 6:8, 10.) 

6. What did Jesus have to say about the law 
of God? (Matt. 5:17.) a 

vs How long will the law of God stand? (Matt. 
118.) 

8. On what other occasion was Jesus accused 
of Sabbathbreaking? (John 5:8, 9, 16.) 

Review the memory verse. 

Read Maxwell’s The Bible Story, vol. 8, pp. 
33-36, 75-78. 


5 





The Amazing Cobra Eats Insects 
From page 11 


water that break down the soft parts of the 
insects so that the plant can use them as 
food. 

The parts that are not eaten—the legs 
and wings—remain at the bottom of the 
pool. Slit open an old leaf and you'll find an 
insect graveyard—three or four inches of 
corpses. 

W. D. Brackenridge, a young Scottish 
botanist and a member of the Wilkes ex- 
pedition to Oregon in 1841, discovered the 
cobra plant when he was escaping from 
pursuing Indians. He was able to grab only 
a stem, a few leaves, and a seed pod. 
Even so, these were enough for botanist 
Dr. John Torrey to classify the plant. 

In the lowly green world of the plants, 
therefore, we find a very fine apparatus for 
capturing game and obnoxious creatures. 
By comparison, when it comes to making 
traps man is all thumbs! 








COVER PICTURE by Bob Taylor. 
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This is the story of the varied 
adventures that came to a little 
girl whose family pioneered in 
the great American Southwest. 
On her New Mexico homestead 


Curtain going up... 


ON SOUTHERN PUBLISHING 
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NEW BOOK 





By May Lemmon 


May experienced both the enchantment and the hard trials of desert life. A snake 
lurking under her bed, a huge wolf prowling around the shack, a frightening wild 
horse stampede—all were part of homestead life. With her parents she hunted for a 
secret cache of buried gold, went to a cattle roundup, and desperately fought to save 
her home from a rampaging prairie fire. In climax the author takes the reader on a 
grueling 1,000-mile trek by covered wagon that severely tests the endurance and 
strength of both man and beast. At journey’s end May tells of a spiritual frontier she 


will explore. 
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PECCARY COUNTRY, No. 3-Lopez’ Story By Maryan B. Wilkinson 


Harry Baerg, Artist 
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1. As Lopez covered the long red scar on his leg, _ hide, which is used for the finest gloves and jackets. 
he started his story. It was down in Mexico that he 3. After stalking carefully “into the weend” he saw 
had gone out to shoot peccary. (Javelina they call it.) | an old boar (male) and sent a poorly aimed bullet 
2. There it is often hunted for its thin, tough hide. through its front leg. Although it was crippled badly, 
Lopez could hope to get about fifty cents for a raw it ran away, but by the blood he could track it. 
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4. It was hard fast work, even though the boar was bearing down on him like double trouble. There 
on three legs. Lopez noticed the track was leading wasn’t even time to jump. 6. Before he could even 
him in a circle. He didn’t notice that the wounded turn the peccary bowled him over and went past 
peccary was now behind him. 5. Then he heard a_ him. A fiery pain shot up the calf of his leg. When 
snort and looked back. The tough “leetle peeg” was _he rolled over, he saw the infuriated peccary again. 
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7. It was coming at him from the other side! He ‘Then you get away queeck!” Still many questions 
didn’t waste time getting up, but grabbed his rifle | were unanswered. 9. Was this just another tall tale? 
and fired. That was the end of one peccary hunt. One thing Walt was sure of, he didn’t want to kill 
8. Lopez laughed. ‘“‘No worry—unless you get heem any peccaries. He believed in leaving the wilderness 
cornered or wounded.” He rubbed his scarred leg. just as he found it. Next Week: Camera Hunting. 
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